n6                        BEYOND HORIZONS

"I am now going to leave it to younger men," he said, and he
waved his hand toward me. He knew he was through with the
Arctic, and he was, except for his final death flight on a mission
of mercy.

I opened the interview by telling Amundsen of my long experi-
ence in scientific exploration and of my almost equally long ambi-
tion to go into the Arctic. I told him of my belief in the aeroplane
as a vehicle for polar exploration, certain that this would strike
a responsive chord in him, since I knew about his frustrated
attempt to fly north from Alaska two years before.

He replied that for several years he had thought of little else than
flying into the Arctic. His attempt from Wainwright, where he had
his cabin, had been doomed to failure from the start. He had been
able to afford only an old obsolete plane, which indeed had cracked
up when he attempted to land it on the tundra after its trial flight.
Moreover, it was doubtful if this ship could have carried enough
fuel for the Arctic crossing. Amundsen, in fact, intended to take
skis and a folding-canoe with him, fly to the end of the petrol, and
finish the journey on foot.

After the failure of this project, Amundsen had returned to
Norway, where for more than a year he had been trying to get
financial support for a first-class aeroplane expedition into the
Arctic. He had pleaded and besought in vain. Newspapers and
even aviators were sceptical of the ability of the aeroplane, as then
developed, to fly successfully in the polar regions; and not even
Amundsen's great reputation as the discoverer of the South Pole
and as the only man in history to make both the north-west and
north-east passages of the Arctic could induce men of means to put
up money behind his scheme. At last, discouraged and broken-
hearted, he had given up and had come to America to retire to his
Wainwright hermitage.

Thus I came to Amundsen as a godsend, bringing not only new
blood and enthusiasm to bolster up his spirits but a chance as well to
secure financing for some magnificent enterprise. It was only an
outside chance, to be sure. I had to confess to the explorer that all
attempts to persuade my father to back an Arctic expedition for
we had met with failure. Still, I had a few thousand dollars of my
own. With that money we might do something.